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SIGNOR CONKLINGINI (singing):—When Grant slipped up upon his nomination, 





A PLAYED-OUT TENOR—FROM STAR TO STREET-SINGER. 


Ten long years back it put this luckless nation. 


And failed to reach the presidential station, And hence I sing—I sing—in lonely—lo-ho- -honely degradation! 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


A late and lazy Spring is gathering 
herself up for a running-jump that will 





land her over the border of Summer before we | 
| a new tune, with words to run something like 


fairly know that she is here. It is true that 
nature has not as yet hung out many signs of 
the season. The trees in the parks are only a 
faint green; their sparse buds are as yet mere 
buttons; the patchy grass is yellow and brown 
as well as green, and cold rains and colder 
winds make us forget the few unnaturally hot 
days with which Providence has favored us, 
seemingly solely for the purpose of making us 
throw off our flannels and run the risk of getting 
a mahogany ulster in exchange. And yet we 
know beyond all doubt that the backbone of 
Spring is broken. 
* " * 

Why? It is not the democratic friendliness 

and frequency of the erstwhile exclusive straw- 


berry that tells us this; it is not the gossamer | 





thinness of the dude’s overcoat; it is not the | 


advent of the débutante /u/ef in our city play- 
houses, for she hath all seasons for her own and 


is not far beyond our still cloudy horizon, for | 


is not the organ-grinder abroad in the land? 
Within his prescribed hours—and sometimes 
before and after that accursed term—do not 
our brown-stone fronts echo back the old tunes 
which he has ground out for us since “Belle 
Héléne was almost new, and all the bands 
played—” well—* il Bacio”? The lowest con- 


ATTENTION, MERCHANTS! 








PUCK’S PATENT SIAMESE DEFALCATION PREVENTER. 








cert-hall will not put them on its programme, 
those old airs; but while the organ-grinder 
exists, we shall have them always with us. The 
poor are always with us—’tis as true of tunes as 
of men. And the only joy we shall have of 
them will be that their annual reappearance is 
a faithful harbinger of the Summer. 


% 

But even this little consolation is denied us 
when we have to listen to the groaning of the 
political organ. There is no hint of Summer 
in the discord of their pipes. There is one par- 
ticular instrument that has of late set up a spe- 
cially doleful wail—an instrument that confines 
itself to such cheerful gems of song as “Out in 
the Cold World,” “ Nobody’s Darling,” “You 
Never Miss the Patronage Till Your Boom runs 
Dry,” and the like. What a weary old organ it 
is! How out of keeping with the times its lugu- 
brious drone! Why can’t somebody peg it for 


this: 
Oh, give me a German Consulate, 
To care for my country’s hogs, 
In this cold, cold land can I longer wait ? 
It has utterly gone to the dogs. 


Yes, Mr. Conkling, we refer to you. Go any- 
where, do anything, only cease to humiliate the 
country by offering the spectacle of an ex- 
Senator of the United States railing outside the 
Executive Mansion like a discharged cook. 


* #* 

Storm away, Mr. Gessler Kelly! Backed by 
your precious Board of Aldermen: William Tell 
Cleveland will not bow to that hat. And yet, 
at first, we thought perhaps he might do so. 
At first he did seem somewhat inclined to 
truckle to the monopolists, but we may overlook 
this owing to the good work that he has since 


i | done in the way of vetos. And there are more 
the sheriff’s. No, we have a firmer assurance | 
than any one of these. We know that Summer | 


vetos, we hope, yet in store, of which we shall 
hear before this number of Puck is circulated 
throughout the land. We are going to give 
Governor Cleveland a piece of advice which 
we hope he will follow. It is to veto every bill 
that emanates, directly or indirectly, from Tam- 
many. It will be money in the tax-payer’s 
pocket, and will make Governor Cleveland a 
very popular man, indeed. There is no unself- 
ishness about Tammany. It doesn’t want good 





government—it wants bad government and lots 
of spoils. 
* 
* * 

Americans like big things, although the big- 
gest things are not always the best or the most 
artistic. The recent Cincinnati Dramatic Fes- 
tival was a case in point. The Porkopolitans, 
or rather American Parisians, wanted to show 
their cultivation and love of art by having a 
dramatic festival that should “knock spots” 
out of every dramatic representation on record. 
They did not care so much about getting fine 
actors or actresses to fill the parts; but they 
wanted “a big thing,”’ and they got it. It was 
so big that most of the people present couldn’t 
hear a word of what was said on the stage, al- 
though the personators of the characters nearly 
wore out their lungs in the endeavor to give 
what, for the want of a more appropriate word, 
we may call the audience their money’s worth. 
But the Cincinnati Dramatic Festival was “a 
big thing,’ even if it was not in accordance 
with the strict rules of art. 





PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 

-dnal eht ni srelaed-swen dednim-erup lla fo, stnec 52 
,ecirP ti esahcrup ot si serutcip dna seceip emoselohw 
fo noitagergga euqinu siht pu ezis ot yaw tseb ehT 
-niarfer erofereht tsum dna detiecnoc deredisnoc eb ot 
etah ew tub ;KCUP MORF SGNIKCIP dellac sruo fo noit 
-acilbup wen a tuoba gnihtemos yas ot ekil dluow eW 
sniatnuoM etihW eht ot ediuG a dna ,namreG eht gni 
-retsam fo dohtem elbaulavni na ,nodnoL fo yranoitciD a 
ssegagtrom owt htiw tol dna esuoh a ,daorliaR dnalsI 
yenoC eht no ssap eerf asi tI .daerb yliad desiar-fles 
dna ,noitcelfer citeop fo muidnepmoc nedlog a si tl 
-sesor sseledaf fo letpahc a si ti ;slraep sselecirp fo yras 
-or gnirettilg a si ti ;eneres yar tserup fo smeg fo tes a 
sitI .(derrab sroliat no sekoj lla) tsettif eht fo lavivrus 
eht fo esac lufituaeb a si tI .reerac suoiralih sti gnirud 
KCUP ni deraeppa evah taht sgniht tseb eht fo pu edam 
si KCUP MORF SGNIKCIP ,woN _ .ti steg eh mrof revetahw 
ni KcuP sekil nam tnegilletni egareva eht dna ,selttob 
nekorb sekil hcirtso eht ,nroc sekil neh eht ,stao sekil 
esroh eht ,yah sekil xo eht yrotsih larutan ot gnidroccA 
.ti pleh t’nac ew tub ; namtihW tlaW morf reffid ew woh 
si sihT .tnaem ew tahw yltcaxe wenk ecneidua ruo 
»KCUP MORF SGNIKCIP dellac koob a hsilbup ot detnes 
-noc dah ew ,eporuE fo sdaeH denworC eht fo erised 
tsenrae eht ta ,taht detats dna oga owt ro keew a oozab 
ruo ffo tel ew nehwtuB_ .wonk Iliw reven yeht dna ; tey 
wonk t’nod yeht dnA_.tnaem nam dlo eht tahw yltcaxe 
wonk ton did ecneidua eht ’’,ylno etaerc ot ton ,lla 
retfa ‘* ecneidua dethgiled a ot dekramer ecno namtihW 
tlaW nehW 
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PUCK. 





THE TOWN TERRIER. 


While walking down 
Fourteenth Street, I 
) heard sounds of lamen- 
tation issuing from Tam- 
many Hall. I stopped 
to listen, and soon after 
the head of John Kelly 
popped out of an upper- 
story window. He 
beckoned to me. I en- 
tered the building and 
found Mr. State O’Sen- 
ator Grady weeping 
copiously, while Mr, 
John Kelly endeavored 
to comfort him. 
“What is the mat- 
ter?”’ I asked. 
“Shure,” gasped 
Grady: “those dirthy 
spalpeens of citizens 
want to build the new 
Aqueduct themselves, 
and rob me frins of 
their just earnings, so 
that they won’t get any 
money at all, at all. Be jabers, it’s impudent 
these citizens are, to try to chate in this shtyle, 
afther all the hard wurrk we’ve done to make 
an honest penny.” 

I urged Kelly to comfort Grady, and tele- 
graphed to Spinola and McCarthy to come at 
once to help their friend to bear up, and before 
leaving said: 

“ Noble-minded Grady, be comforted; I'll 
give you a chance at a New York charter, in 
which I propose to do away with the confirm- 
ing power of the Board of Aldermen.” 











While floating down the North River on an 


ash-barrel, I met Governor Cleveland enjoying _ 


Little Neck clams. His table-napkin was tucked 
between his shirt-collar and neck, and he looked 
like a hay-seed politician. 

“ Grove,” I said: “how do you like being 
Governor, as far as you’ve got ?” 

“It’s hard work, but I obtain enough com- 
fort from the monopolists to counteract the 
Tammany politicians.” 





The trustees of the Brooklyn Bridge asked 
me what I thought the tolls ought to be. 

“ Well,” I said, looking Mayor Low right in 
the eye: “I think animals and vehicles should 
be allowed to pass over free, but foot-passen- 
gers should be charged five dollars a foot. I 
don’t believe in ruining the Union Ferry Com- 


pany.” 





I was talking, a short time ago, with the pro- 
prietors of the Fifth Avenue Stage Line, and 
asked them why they made their vehicles so 
comfortably luxurious and generally so delight- 
ful to ride in. They replied, in chorus: 

“We have often been asked to take away 
the rich cushions and nickel-plated springs, and 
substitute inferior articles for them; but we 
really couldn’t do it. Our regard for the dear 
public is altogether too strong. Then, you 
know, we insist on having conductors, and our 
patrons want us to do away with them; they 
think it a piece of extravagance on our part. 
They sent in a petition to the effect that they 
much prefer to smash in their hats in getting 
change from the driver and in acting as con- 
ductors for us, and being tumbled into the 
mud, owing to our vehicles not stopping to let 
passengers descend.” 








| 
| 


Jay Gould asked me, the other day, how | 


much I would want to take the World off his 
hands, 


“ If you’ve a quarter about you,” I answered: 
“you may consider the matter settled; but, 
then,’ I added: “ you must give me permission 
to give out that I’ve sold it for $400,000.” 





“ Hurly,” said I to the retiring editor of the 
World: “1 hope you have made proper arrange- 
ments for letting New Yorkers know of the 
movements of British aristocracy ?” 

“Oh, yes; certainly,” he responded, with a 
touch of melancholy in his tones: “It’s all 
right; have just made a contract with Princess 
Beatrice to cable over all the doings of the haus 
ton to Mr. Joseph Pulitzer.” 





I played base-ball last week. I made forty- 
seven home-runs and Chicagoed the Mets. 

King Humbert and Salvini telegraphed im- 
mediately their congratulations, and offered me 
the post of iceberg-scraper to the Duke of 
Devonshire. petal a 

Von Moltke and Barney Biglin have expressed 
very much surprise at my carrying off all the 
prizes at the Dog Show. 

“ How in the name of Lydia Pjnkham do 
you manage it ?”” asked von Moltke. 

“ My dear Moltke,” I said, as I patted him 
on the head with a half-ton piece of bar-iron: 
“I give my whole mind to dog culture.” 





William H. Vanderbilt surprised me in my 
bath yesterday, and asked me at what price I 
would be willing to buy all his Lake Shore. 

“Bill, old fel,’? I said, as I turned on the 
shower-bath: “so long as Jay Gould saddles 
me with his South-Western System, I can do 
nothing for you. Sorry, dear boy; ta-ta.”’ 


Several people have urged me to give them 
a recipe for making real diamonds. 

lt is hard to refuse one’s friends, so here it 
is: Take two peanuts, dip them in pure mo- 
lasses, then have them baked in a kiln as if 
they were ordinary china. When cool, polish 
to suit the taste, and you have gems far finer 
than anything that was worn at the Vanderbilt 
Ball. 

Since this discovery Tiffany & Co. have 
bought up all the peanuts, and have also made 
arrangements for cornering them next year. 





While walking about the bottom of the East 
River in a diving-bell—my custom of a spring 
afternoon—I met Prince Bismarck and James 
Gordon Bennett, busily engaged in writing. 

“ Howdydo, Jim? What on earth are you 
and Ot doing in this moist place ?” 

“We merely came here to get out of the way 
of the noise of Broadway; we’re concocting | 


, Herald editorials on mule-driving dudes, and 


their influence on pologarithms.”’ 








S1nGc a song of matches, 
A pocket full of grease, 
Four-and-twenty boxes 
On my mantel-piece. 
When each box is opened 
In my bedroom shady, 
Off fly the matches 
With the landlady 
Who keeps the boarding-house. 








S. S. Cox DELIVERED a lecture on the “ Po- 
etry of Mechanism” at Raleigh, N.C. It is 


_ now the Sweet Singer of Michigan’s turn to 


discourse on the “ Mechanism of Poetry.” 





Now THE farmer digs the dirt, 
Now the maid begins to flirt, 

And in every dry-goods window 
Blooms the airy flannel shirt. 


Purkerings. 





WHy Is a metropolitan pie like a rura! news- 
paper? Why, because it has patent insides, 





Now THE breeze begins to dally 
With the lily-of-the-valley. 





‘THE PLUMBER is not as haughty as he was 
two months ago. But the ice-man is beginning 
to brace up and put on style. 





Now THE clerk begins to spout 
Of the sweets of camping out. 





A BILL aGarnstT infernal machines has been 
passed in the Pennsylvania Senate; but, by 
some strange omission, nothing is said about an 
umbrella with a loose rib. 





THE COUNTRY ED- 
Itor ’s now led 
To.umpire rural clubs’ base-balling ; 
And if the same 
Should not be game 
Both nines give him a dreadful mauling. 





‘THE “ spoils system” was an old Roman in- 
stitution, Didn’t Cassius say to Mare Antony, 
when he wanted to lure him into the party 
fold: “Your voice shall be as strong as any 
man’s in the Cisposing of new dignities”’ ? 





At DopceE City, Kansas, where there are 
disturbances, the Mayor is reported to be act- 
ing with the roughs. At New York City, New 
York, where there is a chronic disturbing ele- 
ment called ‘Tammany, the Mayor is also acting 
with the roughs. 


BASE-BALL makers have an illustrated adver- 
tisement representing a base-ball cut in half, 
and showing how much elastic and plastic com- 
position it contains. Now, we would like to 
hear of the boarding-house that would dare to 
exhibit its fish-balls in this fashion, 





WE wisH we could persuade Messrs, Grady, 
McCarthy and Spinola, of the State Legisla- 
ture, with Mr. John Kelly as chief, to represent 
the United States at the approaching corona- 
tion of the Czar; and we would like them to be 
leaning on the throne, too, just before the Ni- 
hilist carry out their part of the programme. 





A BELGIAN FORGER, who is now in jail in 
Brussels, says that if he is kept there beyond 
the present week all the companies with which 
he is connected will be ruined, If he were an 
American forger, the companies would have 
been ruined long before the forgery was dis- 
covered, and he wouldn’t have been in jail, 
either. 





Our ESTEEMED, not to say genial and kind 
old grandmother, the Zvening Pos/, has a most 
delightfully readable column called “ Newspaper 
Waifs.” ‘lhe Post no doubt knows what it is 
about; but, for our part, if we were going to 
print a column called “ Newspaper Waifs,’”’ we 
should not fail to mention Oakey Hall and 
W. H. Hurlburt occasionally. 





Goon, KIND people, don’t get carried away 
with the idea that the man who writes the ar- 
ticles, “How to Dress,’ “Guide to Fashion,”’ 
etc., isan immaculate being. His general make- 


| up is: long dusty hair, soiled finger-nails, paper 
_ cuffs, and a collar cut so low that it exposes to 


view about two-thirds of an eight-cent porous- 


| plaster that looks very much as if it had been 


peacefully slumbering on his chest for many 
moons. 
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THE DYNAMITE BOY. 
The Dynamite Boy to the war has gone, 
In an English jail you ’1l find him, 
With a suit of the Queen’s own livery on, 
And the number marked behind him. 
«« Land of song,” said the patriot boy: 
«« Though all the world betrays thee, 
One little tin box shall bring thee joy, 
One faithful heart shall praise thee.” 


The patriot sailed, but the boisterous main 
Soon made that proud soul frantic; 

For fear his box might burst the Spazn, 
He threw it in the Atlantic, 

And said: ‘* No more I ’Il carry thee, 
Bad cess to their tricks and knavery: 

If it ’s kilt I ’d be to make Ireland free, 
Divil a bit I mind her slavery.” 








N. 





TO MISS MAY McG 


You asked us to permit our ornamental name | 


to linger coyly around the aftermath of an orig- 
inal sentiment in your autograph-albim. And 
there was so much young joy and such an air 
of genuine innocence enveloping your unhappy 
request, like a fish-ball dipped in a small rosy 
sea of Lubin’s “ Lily-of-the-Valley,” that we 
are tempted to incline our ear to the petition. 

And yet, we pause and doubt; and, Miss 
May, why should we not, when Earth is so 
large, autograph fiends so plentiful, and re- 
volvers so cheap? What pleasure can it be to 
sit down to a volume of “ Poetical Quotations ”’ 
and organize a mental investigating committee 
to search out the most dazzling bit of writing 
contained therein, to inscribe, without quota- 
tion-marks, in an autugraph-album, when one 
can get a sixteen-dollar shot-gun as a premium 
to a fifty-cent “family journal ”’ ? 

That is the lavender-tinted conundrum, punc- 
tuated with pink commas, which we wish you 
to introduce into your chromatic bunch of con- 
ceptions of this world’s heavy problems, 

But, after all, we weaken, and go a-seeking 
for some felicitous manner of responding to 
your modest requirement. What man would 
not condone the misery of autographic decora- 
tion when the proffered book has attached to 
it a young lady of “summer-like demeanor,” 
and a pair of eyes which make a fellow wish he 
were a Looking-Glass General to their owner, 
so that he might ever flash and “ reflect back” 
their lovely semblance? ‘The answer, of course, 
remarks that the man who would pass in his 
little “No” on such an occasion must be deaf, 
blind, insane—or married. 

And so we, being only just human, smiled 
that lavish smile of ours, and gently trilled: 

“Oh, most surely, Miss May; life has no 
dream so fair—dreams no life so pleasurable as 
the thought that we are to be enrolled in the 
list of your devoted lov—or, that is, admirers. 
Indeed, Miss May, if you will sweetly believe 
us, an invitation to ‘come an’ have suthin’’ 
could hardly draw us from the roseate duty of 
doing your will.” 

And, afterward, we went out into the night, 
and looked up at the stars and wondered how 
they could abide the sight of such rank hypo- 
crisy. 

Well, let’s see. It was a pair of very red lips 
that moved gracefully to the effect that “ it must 
be absolutely original.” Then a bit of senti- 
ment from the “ Wise Sayings”? column of an 
Elmira Sunday newspaper wouldn’t answer. 
You want to know why, Miss Question-Mark ? 
Because plagiarism and Elmira have become 
synonymous terms. 

Therefore it would be Elmiracal to redress 
that sweet old sentiment of our bread-and-mo- 


lasses days: 











‘ 





! if your love is so deep, and my love is a biazer, 
| Do you think those two loves could be slashed by a razor? 





THE TEMPTATION OF THE 








SPECING 
\ ORES 





NEW YORK ST. ANTHONY. 
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A TERRIBLE STRUGGLE FOR THE VEMBERS OF «THE FINEST.” 








‘6 If yOu luv mE as i LuV yOu 
no nife ktN cUr Our LuV iN tO,” 


so that it would say: 


Or that other pretty bit of boyhood and girl- 
hood fervor, so that it would casually observe: 
The nasturtium is buff, 
The marigold bistre; 
And Miss May McGuff’ 
A regular heart-twister! 

°T wouldn’t do, perhaps; for we can even 
now see two soft hands (we sorrow as we sadly 
admit that our ears disagree with us on the 
question of their softness) elevated to empha- 
size the exclamation of wonderment: 

“Well, the idea of his writing /haf in my al- 
bum! I wonder if he calls /hat original, and I 
—I wonder if he—he means the last half?” 

No, that wouldn’t suit. Young ladies do not 
like to be flattered—oh, no! Something less 
flowerful might go down much quicker, and 
much more gracefully than—well, than the price 
of flour. 

Say, thuswise: 

I saw a hen fly o’er the lea; 
And all the golden stream of morn 
Grew roselike, and of Venus born— 
Since every budlet spoke of.thee! 

What business that hen had flying over a lea 
thus early in the day Miss May need not ask 
us. Suffice it to say that the hen was thar. 
And we shall think you an extremely rude 
young lady if you blandly breathe the informa- 
tion that hens never fly over anything but a 
neighbor’s fence, and then only to accomplish 
the bliss of a go at a new-laid onion-bed or a 
fine trench of celery. 

We see it is a common dodge, exemplified 
in some of the many-tinted pages of your al- 
bum, to paste in a great bunch of scrap-book 
flowers with, maybe, a pollen-enveloped bee 
hovering nearto, drunken with a dream of honey- 
wealth. 

Now, take the picture of a little button-hole 
bouquet—a rosebud and carnation, with _ back- 
ing of geranium-leaves, (such as the damosel at 
the social will attach to the lapel of a fellow’s 
coat for the nominal sum of fifty cents,) and 
set it in the corner of a light-blue page, with a 
sequel like this: 








She pinned you there, bright flowers, and day 
Ts not so sun-flushed now to me; 

Nor night so silver-sweet; nor May 
So full of brief, but sugared glee. 

She pinned you there; but, oh, the pin, 
Driven by hands that cared not where 

It pierced, has lodged my heart within 
And murdered peace—she pinned you there! 


hanging off one of the stems. How would that 
do, Miss May, taking into consideration, of 
course, that the May referred to above as being 
sumewhat short in her glucose accounts is the 
month, not the maiden May? And, for Heaven’s 
sake, don’t ask us who that girl was, for we are 
not rich enough to stand a breach-of-promise 
suit! 

Do you think it would suit? That’s what we 
are dying to know. Or would you like some- 
thing in prose that was not cribbed from the 
familiar source of the autograph-writer’s in- 
spiration—the Reverend Mr. Colton’s “ La- 
eon”? 

From the following specimens, if you wish to 
die, you may choose your disease: 

Home is the soul’s rest; love its day; passion its night, 
and caramels are thirty cents a pound. 

Man krows in his little life but few moments of con- 
tentment. One of them is when he is rubbing the small 
of his back against the corner of a door-jam. Even then 
< projecting nail may not be far off. 

Through many years and many lands we search for 
happiness, but find it not. Ah, me, we never notice the 
antics of a yellow hen tunneling in an ash-heap. 


Well, Miss May, perhaps we had better chew 
ourself off on all these sentiments, and take an 
“absolutely original” way of spoiling the good 
character of your album by simply appending 
that little word-device which you may notice 
just a little below the last line of the present 
article. That is often the only sensible thing 
men do in the course of a lifetime, and oftener 
the most senseless—say, when the preceding 
words read: “ Twenty days after date I promise 
to pay to Mr. So-and-So the sum of $50.37%4.” 
Such things show a man that the presence of 
the fool-killer would be acceptable. 

Epwarp WICK. 








THE CHampPion OrFice-HOLDER—The man 
who drops in at your place of business to look 
at the paper for a minute. 
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PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. | 





For THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDEs. 





[. These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.) 





Apple-blossoms tell us that spring is here. 





Elder Peck has purchased a lawn-mower. 





The Blanket Mill is now running on full time. 





Gauze undershirts, forty cents each, at Ely’s. 
A new fence is spoken of for the grave-yard, 


Now is the time to go off in the woods for 
trailing arbutus. 


Next week Squire Jones will put brass tips 
on his steer’s horns. 


Bluebirds are beginning to build in the 
Swan Street maples. 





Five dollars reward for any one caught cut- 
ting sods on the Green. 





J. A. Larkin, of Philadelphia, spent last Sun- 
day with friends in Edgecomb. 





A dancing-school will be opened next month 
by Professor Dunlee, of Baltimore. 


Mrs. Lynn and daughter are stopping with | 
relatives on Barrow Street for a few days. 





The wind blew so hard last Tuesday that 
the clock stopped in the Presbyterian steeple. 





Yesterday morning, while on the way to Bel- 
videre to a horse-trade, Judge Ruggles lost his 
collar-button. 





Ezra Willoughby is spoken of for Selectman. 
Ezra is a genial old gentleman, and just the 
man for the place. 


Miss Lulu Jenkins sprained her ankle, one 
day last week, while jumping on a chair to get 
away from a mouse, 





While Deacon Smith’s goslings were swim- 
ming, the other day, several of them were 
pulled under by muskrats. 





There is to be a meeting next week, to raise 
money to purchase a new flag for Town Hall. 
It will be money well invested. 


The strawberries sent us by Miss Belinda 
Hollyhock, Friday, were the largest we have 
seen this year. ‘The Hollyhocks are a good old 
family. 





The Red Stockings will play the Dread- 
naughts, of Edgecomb, next Tuesday. Both 
clubs have uniforms, and a fine game may be 
expected. 





During the storm, last Wednesday, Lemuel 


| sational drama, “ ‘Through by Daybreak, or 








Sanders had some glass in his hot-house broken 
by hail-stones. It will be remembered that 
Lem is to lead the congregational choir next 
month. 





Peleg Pillsbury will have charge of the Eger- 
ton singing-school this summer. Peleg can 
handle a tuning-fork about as well as any one 
in the county. The Egerton folks seem to be 
doing pretty near all their trading at his store. 


Harry and Vint Brezeego will be at the 





Opera House on the roth and 11th, with their 


trained dogs Zip and Tiger, in their new sen- 


Burst the Boiler.” The railroad smash-up in 
the third act is alone worth the price of admis- 
sion, See advertisement in another column. 








HINTS FOR ADVERTISERS. 


There is a fitness about other things than 
apoplexy and fashionable suits; and if mer- 
chants would only observe some of the unities 
that dramatists talk so much about, advertising 
announcements would be better worth reading. 
Certain familiar phrases especially apply to 
certain professions and trades. These which 
are given below should be carefully considered 
by the man of enterprise, when next he pre- 
pares a column-ad., eodimciyc.* 

For 

The Shoe-Maker—* Sole Agent.” 

The Yachtsman—* Special Sale.” 

The Prima-Donna—* Fresh Invoice.” 

The Liquor-Seller—‘* Extra Bargains.” 

The Sexton—* Don’t Forget the Place.” 

The Taiior—‘* Beware of Counter-Fits.” 

The Clergyman—‘* See Great Inducements, Above.” 

The Temperance-Lecturer—‘‘Collections a Specialty.” 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCLXXXI. 
PROPOSED CORONATION OF THE CZAR, 


Ya-as, Jack Car- 
negie wites me that 
the Queen has we- 
quested him to ac- 
company the aw 
Duke of Edinburw- 
ough to Moscow, in 
ordah to be pwes- 
ent at the corwona- 
Y tion of the Czar of 
& Wussia. Gladstone 
and the Ministwy 
are, I find, also ex- 
twemely anxious faw me to go; and even the 
Pwince of Wales has taken the twouble to in- 
dite an autogwaph lettah to me, persuading me 
to undahtake the journey simply to oblige him. 
He makes it a persona] mattah, 

Of course, I suppose I ought to feel flattered, 
but I weally cannot comply with the wequest. 
Being a marwied man, and having wegard for 
my b-b-boy, who is gwowing verwy satisfactor- 








The Burglar—‘ Everything Usually Kept.” 

The Butcher—-** Goods Promptly Delivered.” 
The Milk-Man—-* Slightly Water-Soaked.” 

The Undertaker—* Customers Never Grumble.” 
The Second-Hand Dealer—** Damnaged Goods.” 


The Feather-Bed Merchant—** Marked Down.” | 


The District Telegraph-Messenger—‘‘ Made to Order.” 
The Police-Court Judge —‘* Terms Cash or Thirty 
Days.” WALTER L. SAWYER. 





* «Ciyc:” Collect if you can. (Hint to the busi- 
ness-manager.) 








THE PENAL CODE. 








wily, I don’t care to wun the aw wisk of being 
_ blown to smitherweens by an explosion of dyna- 
| mite or nitwo-glycerwine or othah dangerwous 
| chemical compositions. 

I am pwivately of the opinion that the we- 
, mains of ne-ahly everwybody pwesent will be 
, taken away fwom the city of Moscow, aftah the 
corwonation, and burwied with appwopwiate 
honahs in the varwious Wussian cemeterwies. 

Certainly, extwaordinarwy pwecautions will 
be taken by the authorwities to pwevent any 
unpleasant occurwences; but the fellaws that 
are called Nihilists manage to keep their ar- 
wangements verwy secwet, and are generwally 
able to carwy out their nefarwious schemes 
without the slightest difficulty. 

Jack pwobably has no objection to being 
blown to “kingdom come” with the west of 
the guests, but there are a gweat numbah who 
doubtless have aw stwong pwejudices in favah 
of living on this terwestwial globe a little longah, 

Although it is a serwious subject, J cahn’t 
help laughing at the stwange and amusing ex- 
cuses sO many distinguished and wepwesenta- 
tive individuals have made to avoid going to 
the corwonation, and at how they have twied 
to put it off on some one else. 

The Pwince of Wales is, | suppose, afwaid 
of being pwesent; but his bwothah Alfwed 
couldn’t verwy well get out of it, especially as 
he is welated to the Wussian woyal family, hav- 
ing marwied a daughtah of the late exploded 
Czar. 

I take considerwable interwest in the wesult 
of the affai-ah. The pweparwations, I know, 
are verwy extensive and gorgeous, and almost 
semi-barbarwic in bwilliancy. 

Pon my life, it will be positively too bad if 
all this gwand display comes to gwief by a hor- 





ONE OF ITS EFFECTS. ' wible explosion of a mine wight underneath the 








| 


| 


IS IT A FAIR EXCHANGE? 
Values of Exchanges fixed by Common 
Agreement. Balances to be Rendered Monthly. | 


Miss COLUMBIA 
In account with 
MapDAM BRITANNIA, | 
DR. 
To one gross assorted Earls, Viscounts, 
Baronets, etc., (for mountain-hotels 
and watering-places,)...... ..... 
To three dozen life-size figures Euro- 
peanized Americans, (suitable for he- 
ros of fashionable novels,)...... . 
To 10,000 dudes, (captured in Pall- 
| eer 
CR. 
By (unknown number) dynamite fiends. . 


thrwone; but if the Czar won’t give the people 
a pwopah Constitution, he cahn’t expect any- 
thing else, you know aw. 








‘THE Czar has just ordered something like 
twenty millions of cigarettes of an American 
manufacturer, This gives us some idea of the 
Czar’s fears for the 27th instant. Now, if the 
Czar had ordered twenty millions of political 
cigars—the kind that Tammany candidates pre- 
sent to voters during a campaign—with the in- 
tention of distributing them among the Nihil- 
ists, he might be crowned safely and peacefully. 

THE chef of the Lotos Club refers to his re- 
cent feat of cutting off a cat’s tail as a cook’s 
lour de force. 
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A NAUTICAL APPLICANT. 


Learning that a certain Mr. G. had built a 
yacht and was going abroad, I applied for the 
position of captain. Captain Shackford got it. 
He’s a good fellow; but I felt much put out. 

I went before the committee for examination. 
I told them I wanted the position badly—not 
so much on account of the salary, but because 
of the fine opportunity it would afford me to 
see the world. I began: 

«‘ Gentlemen, I have never been to sea, except 
to Coney Islan4, in the boat, and out fishing at 
Atlantic City, where I got real sick. Don’t 
know starboard from larboard, or a jib from a 
studding-sail. ‘Think I know what Port is, 
though. Know absolutely nothing about lati- 
tude or longitude. Dead reckoning I have 
heard of, but always supposed it had something 
to do with dead people in wrecks. Never heard 
of a quadrant. Know what a log is, but don’t 
see how it applies to navigation. Have read 
lots of sea-stories about wrecks, storms, pirates, 
icebergs, whales and mermaids. Can’t swim. 
Can’t climb a_ rope. 





FUCK. 





sloop, and might take lessons from him about 
running the boat. Heard that pouring oil on 
the sea is a good thing to make things calm in 
stormy weather. Would advise Mr. G, to take 
a tap from the Standard pipes along with him. 
Know a screaming good story about a pirate 
who—” 

“That'll do!” yelled the committeeman: 
“ you can go.” 

“Then I ain’t engaged ?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Pooh! I don’t care. 
exclaimed: “Wait till the old yacht gets out 
into blue water, and the big mountain-swells of 
the vasty deep shake the sticks out of her—ha! 
ha!—and Mr. G. and his dandy crew all get 
sick, and then get tossed on to a lee-shore, with 
the breakers running at a million miles a min- 
ute, and old Nep bumps the bottom out of his 
mahogany and nickel-plated old galleon. Ha! 
ha! Old Nep can whip J. G. with one hand 
and not half try.” 

And I went out, banging the door with great 
vigor behind me. 





I’m glad of it!” I 





SIGNS OF SUMMER. 

When the white rose wears a dude by the but- 
ton-hole— 

When strawberry-short-cake is seen on a 
boarding-house table— 

When the hotel-clerk takes his great solitaire 
diamond out of pawn— 

When the colored dandy dons a velvet jacket 
and patent-leather pumps— 

When the restaurant is radiant with radishes 
and balmy with May wine— 

When the young man with fine clothes rides 
up-town on top of the stage— 

When the tramp meanders along the street 
with a tomato-can in his hand— 

When gaudy bathing-suits hang out in front 
of gentlemen’s furnishing-stores— 

When the young man with a light overcoat 
wishes he had made it a summer-suit— 

When the small boy goes swimming off the 
docks and has his clothes “‘ chawed ””— 

When the city relatives prepare to swoop 
down on the country relatives for the summer— 
When the standing- 





Know what a schooner 
is. Imagine the paral- 
lels of latitude and long- 
itude are realities, and 
that they cross the ocean 
like so many black lines, 
as they do in the school 
atlas. Have an idea that 
the equator must be like 
a thick rope stretching 
across the sea, and tied 
to the Poles. Don’t see 
how a fellow can tell 
where he is when way 
out on the deep.” 

Here one of the com- 
mittee tried to say some- 
thing; but I went on: 

“Have seen devil-fishes 

stuffed in museums, and 
sea-horses and all such 
things. Have seen live 
sharks at a distance, and 
porpoises and jelly-fish. 
Think the ocean smells 
like an old sponge—”’ 

The member of the 
committee attempted to 
interrupt again; but I 
had to continue: 

*« Have an uncle who 


NO MANAGER SHOULD BE WITHOUT 


collar of the dude melts 
into a condition of un- 
presentableness before 
TI A.M. 


ONE, | 














A PRIVATE Divorce Court IN EVERY THEATRE WOULD MAKE MATTERS Easy AND PLEASANT 


| JUDGE'S OF FICE. 
Private Court-Room 


Ve 


Theatre= 


When an aurora bo- 
realis of fancy under- 
clothing blazes out in 
the haberdasher’s win- 
dow— 

When the base-ball- 
player has his hand split 
and a few of his knuck- 
les driven up to his el- 
bow— 

When every hotel- 
keeper in the land ad- 
vertises his establish- 
ment as being positively 
the best in the land— 

And 

When the ice-man 
puts on lots of style, 
floats around in a most 
lordly manner, decides 
whether he will spend 
the coming winter in 
Nice or Florence, and 
puts a thousand dollars 
per week in the bank— 

Then we may know 
that Summer is near at 














hand. 
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FOR UNHAPPY THEATRICAL HUSBANDS AND WIVES. 






is captain of a fishing- 
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LINES ON FIRST OPENING THE ADVERTISING PAGES OF PUCK. 





For a pretty tricycle, 
Or Columbia bicycle, 
I send to Pope, or 
Up to Mason’s School. 
And if Johnny Morgan 
Has no Beatty Organ, 
Why, then, Johnny Morgan 
Is a blooming fool. 


When I see Hop Bitters, 
Then my fancy flitters, 
As light as butterflies 

On flowers, dew-wet. 
’Tis an airy roamer 
When I look on Sohmer, 
And eke on Decker 

Or the Orguinette. 


O Angostura! 
O Cuticura! 
O Lydia Pinkham, 
From the town of Lynn! 
OR. H. Macy! 
A great ecstasy, 
When I behold you, 
IT am ever in. 


And then my nose I don’t 

Turn up at Sozodont, 

Nor the clothes of Nicoll 
On the Bower-ee. 

I did even hock o’ late, 

For Baker’s Chocolate, 

-The ulster worked for me 
By Annie Lee. 


2A A EERE SS ee 


men SS 2B 


When the frosts that harden 
Have left my garden, 
To Peter Henderson 

I go for seeds. 
There are no blotches 
Upon Pachtmann’s watches, 
And Peck & Snyder 

Fill the athlete’s needs. 


I feel like Benvolio, 

When I use Sapolio 

In my old hall-bedroom, 
* At the break of day. 

And Peter Doelger 

Is the kind of soldier 

Whose flag I follow— 

When I ’m feeling gay. 


George Cluett’s chokers 

I affect, and Boker’s 

Gay Stomach Bitters 
All my woe do drown. 

And I jump and frolic 

As I kill my colic 

With the Genuine Ginger 
That is made by Brown. 


I could write «¢ Hyperion” 
With a pen Spencerian, 
Or one of Esterbrook’s, 
Or Gillott’s, too. 
Would n’t life be dreary 
Without James McCreery! 
And without Castoria 
I ’d be ever blue. 


Ginger Ale of Ross’s 
Is the boss of bosses, 
And Gunther’s Candy 
Makes you feel in luck. + 
Naught can hold a candle 
To the toys of Crandall, 
Except prime PICKINGS from 
The perfect PUCK, 


When I ’m feeling badly 

I look at Bradley, 

With his pretty Road-Cart, or at 
Keep his Shirts. 

To avoid hysterics, 

I go off to Ehrich’s, 

And I get my Photos 
From Electric Kurtz. 


A corset of Warner 
In a cozy corner— 
To hold it snugly 
I find no toil—__ 
And Arnold, Constable 
& Co. make reason zmstable— 
And I go and brace up 
On St. Jacob’s Oil. 


H ’Neath my northern gable, 

I ’d a billiard-table 

Have from J. M. Brunswick, 
Or the Griffith Co. 

When I thirst and hunger, 

Unto Runk & Unger 

For a pint of Ayala 
I always go. 
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DANGEROUS. 





POLICE 
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JUSTICE :—* Kick THAT ouT!” 
COMMISSIONERS OF POLICE:—*« No, 








NO! WE COULDN’T EVEN THINK OF !IT!!” 








BRITISH GOLD AGAIN. 


THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE AND THE QUEEN’S BIRTHDAY. 





The friendly relations that have so long existed be- 
tween the Governments of Great Britain and the United 
States have recently become imperiled by reason of the 
objections made in certain quarters to the opening of the 
Brooklyn Bridge on Mrs. Victoria’s birthday. 

If the pure and patriotic Irish gentlemen who consti- 
tute the New York Board of Aldermen, and represent so 


not discovered the true nature of the nefarious plot, a 
dark deed would have been consummated without any- 
one being one least bit the wiser. But, although the 
bridge is to be opened on the natal day of Her Majesty 
the Queen of Great Britain and Ireland and Empress of 
India, yet it will be an immense satisfaction for down- 
trodden American citizens to learn that the wicked pur- 
pose will not be carried out without the circumstances 
which led to such a revolting arrangement being made 
public. 

British gold has indeed been at work to some purpose. 
The Bridge Trustees sold out to Mrs. Victoria years ago, 
and there was a distinct understanding, when ground 
was first broken for the structure, that the bridge, no mat- 
ter when it might be finished, should be opened only for 
traffic on Her Majesty’s birthday. The whole traitorous 
scheme is now laid bare in all its black hideousness, and 
it has only been through the peaceful nature and disposi- 
tion of Mayor Edson and Secretary Frelinghuysen that 
the two great English-speaking nations are not engaged 
in a fratricidal war. 

The facts are these: In 1837, a few days befure Vic- 
toria ascended the throne, when King William the Fourth 
was about completing his arrangements for climbing the 
golden stair, the Princess called the venerable Duke of 
Wellington to her private Audience Chamber and thus 
addressed him: 

«* Dook, do you know a place called New York ?” 

«No, mum.” 

«Go in the library, Dook, and see if you can’t find it 
on the map.” 

*¢ Yes, mum.” 

The Duke soon after returned and announced that he 
had discovered the place in question. 

*«« Well,” said young Miss Vicky: ‘*I have been amus- 
ing myself by looking into futurity, and I find that about 
the year 1870 a bridge will be built connecting the City 
of New York with Brooklyn. I want that bridge to be 
opened on my birthday. Promise to have it done, or 
I'll reduce you to the ranks when I’m Queen.” 


The old warrior undertook to carry out his Royal Mis- 
tress’s wishes, and when he died he left the necessary 
instructions with the officers of State. 

Victoria’s foresight was correct; the bridge was built, 
the trustees and engineers were purchased, bodies and 
souls, when they were quite young men—even before 
they had accepted office—and the bridge will therefore 


| be thrown open to the public on the 24th of May. 


admirably the true American sentiment in this city, had | have been born with British gold in their mouths. 


All the secret service money voted in the British Par- 
liament since 1837 has been appropriated for the pur- 
chase of these gentlemen, some of whom may be said to 


What Mayor Low and Trustees Kingsley, Stranahan 


: and Agnew have to say to the charge against them we 


don’t know and don’t care; but the question asserts it- 
self: Shall we allow, without a protest, the monarch of 
an effete empire to dictate to us free and independent 


| American citizens in the matter of bridge openings ? 











THANK YOU! 





NorwIcuH, Conn., May 21th, 1883. 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 


Here’s your joke. Ep. H. THoMas. 


‘Two millions of eggs, each fit to suck, 

Are used each year,” says veracious PUCK: 
«¢In making photograph-paper; 

But for each other one an actor has ten.” 

So it must be that they are al bu men— 
And that is the size of the caper. 


Can it be that Puck has forgotten a priest, 
If any way popular, has at least 
As good a show as an actor? 
Moving one to make over the joke again, 
And say: ‘¢ Though you wear an alb, u men, 
You are much the same in character.” 








Auswors for the Aurious. 


J. W. R.—All right. Thanks. 

HASELTINE.—Send her PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 

J. T. C., Salt Lake, U. T.—Letter received. But are 
you not going to send along the chart and key ? 

Coun CLouT.— Puck ON WHEELS would like to hear | 
from you. No questions asked. Full surrender. 

G. B.—Very pretty; but about one-half of the popula- 
tion of this country got on to that joke before you did. | 





Te en 


PUCK AT THE PRLAY-HOUSE. 


The worthy wayfarer, on a tour of inquiry in New 
York, who happened to drop into the auditorium of N1p- 
L0’s GARDEN this week, might imagine that he saw there 
the United States Army. But this would be a mistake. 
In the first place, the preponderance of privates would 
reveal at once his error; and:in the second, he would 
realize that «* Her Atonement,” a stirring military drama, 
was being played by a good company to large houses. 





| «¢« The Merry War,” with its grand ballet and effects, has 


taken up its quarters at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEA- 
TRE, and, what isn’t strange, either, it is J. H. Haverly’s 
Comic Opera Company who are running the show, 
Brilliant, from a scenic and choral point of view, is the 
performance of Balfe’s ‘* Satanella,” at HENDERSON’s 
STANDARD THEATRE. As much cannot be said for the 
individual singing—there being acres of room for im- 
provement. Miss Marie Jansen is an exception to this 
sweeping criticism, her performance, in every respect, 
being highly satisfactory. «*Arkwright’s Wife’ gave an 


| opportunity, on Monday last, for Miss Helen Barry, of 


London, to make her first appearance on the American 


stage. She will play the part for some time, at th: 
UNION SQUARE THEATRE. Mr. J. St. Maur is her man- 
ager. 


The Casino has struck another success in the shape of 
the late lamented Offenbach’s ‘« Princess of Trébizonde.”’ 
Lillian Russell, Laura Joyce, John Howson and Digby 
Bell are among the stronger members of the cast. WAL- 
LACK’s has happily changed its bill, and now we have 
** la Belle Russe,” Mr. David Belasco’s wonderful imi- 
tation of «* Forget-Me-Not.” Théo and Capoul aie fin- 


, ishing their farewell appearances in America, at DALy’s 
THEATRE. 


To-night, Suppé’s ‘ Boccaccio” is to be 
served up in choice style. 

At last the venerable Boucicault has produced « The 
Amadan,” at the STAR THEATRE, and shure and the 
chip of the old block, Misther Dion Boucicault the youn- 
ger, appears as Co//ey, the wild boy. **A Bunch of Keys; 
or, The Hotel,” at the SAN FRANCISCO OPERA House, 
is having a most hilarious and successful run. ‘* Front!” 


; is now become a popular cry, and everybody who has 


ever passed a night in a hotel will recognize the picture. 

Lotta has taken possession of the FIFrH AVENUE THE- 
ATRE, and disports herself thereat in a farewell engage- 
ment as ‘* Bob,” Mlle. Etelka Borry having vacated the 
establishment, after having played, in gorgeous costume, 
with more or less effect, Adrienne and Camille. So far 
in this season we have not had many muddv days, but, 
nevertheless, «¢ The Muddy Day ”’ is still to be seen every 
night at the THEATRE COMIQUE, with Messrs. Harrigan 
and Hart in particularly fine health and spirits. Hav- 
erly, Haverly, always Haverly—2nd now we have his 
United Consolidated American and European Mastodon 
Minstrels at HAVERLY’S FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE, 

‘¢ The Russian Honeymoon,” at the MADISON SQUARE 
THEATRE, is, owing to its success, to be continued unti! 
further notice. Having regard to the theatre at which it 
is being played, it would be surprising to hear anything 
tothe contrary. By far the best spectacular genuine col- 
ored minstrels that have ever been in New York City are 
Callender’s Colossal Consolidated, now at the Cosmo- 
POLITAN THEATRE, ‘The entertainment is a most attract- 
ive one, The individual performers are clever and ab- 
solutely overflow with talent. 

The most interesting feature of Albery’s only success- 


| ful comedy, ‘The Two Roses,” at the Bijou OPERA 


Housk, is Miss Nellie Howard’s Loftie. ‘This pretty 
young woman, with her refined, gentle and charming 
manner, has practically the dramatic field, in a certain 
line of parts, all to herself. We expect to hear great 
things of her. ‘The acting all round was very good, and 


| Mr. Pitt’s laudable efforts ought to be richly rewarded. 
; Our ancient friend, «*« The Black Crook,” has turned up 


once more, the Messrs. Kiralfy Brothers having taken it 
this time to the GRAND OpERA HousE, where the three 
brilliant ballets and the hundred European specialties 
will have plenty of room to exhibit themselves to ad- 
vantage. 








LITERARY NOTES. 





If we had plenty of space we should have many nice 
things to say of the Manhattan Magazine, the May 
number of which appears in a handsome new dress and 
cover, and contains contributions and poems from the 
pens of George Parsons Lathrop, S. G. W. Benjamin, 
Julian Hawthorne, Edgar Fawcett, and other notable 
writers. 

Harry Edwards has written and Messrs. G. Putnam 
& Sons have published a delightful little book called 
**A Mingled Yarn.’’ It consists of a number of bright 
sketches of travel and appropriate addresses delivered 
before the Bohemian Club of San Francisco. 


A. C. Armstrong, 714 Broadway, has published an 


| edition of the well-known and amusing ‘* Widow Bedott 


Papers.” It is neatly bound and typographically satis- 
factory. 
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SUMMER-RESORT NOTES. | 





How THE HOTEL-KEEPERS ARE PREPARING FOR THE 
SEASON. 

Sanp’s Point, L. L, is already scratching 

gravel. 





A GENUINE TREE has been set out at Say- 
brook, Penn. 





THe GRAND UNION HOTEL, Saratoga, is lay- 
ing in extra supplies of pork. 





‘THe I'win Mounvrain House has hopes of 
Beecher about hay-fever time. 





A NEw and expensive coat of whitewash has 
been laid on the White Mountains. - 





‘THIS YEAR’S mosquito-crop at Bergen Point, 
N. J., is expected to be exceptionally fine. 





THe ATLANTIC OCEAN is to be moved up 
nearer to the Argyle Hotel at Babylon, L. I. 





Guests OF THE Kaaterskill Hotel are re- 
quested to bring their own malaria with them. 





IT IS PROPOSED to tow Mt. Desert down to 
the Gulf Stream, to take the chill off it before 
the summer visitors arrive. 





‘THE PROPRIETORS of the hotels along the Jer- 
sey coast are having a new set of surf put in 





for use during the bathing season. 


A QUININE SPRING has been discovered at 
Greenwood Lake. 


SEVEN CARTLOADS of slack-lime, three tons of 
old boots, twelve pecks of assafoetida and two 


barrels of carbolic acid have been sent to Sara- | 


toga to tone up and flavor the various springs. 





BREAD WILL be supplied this season at the 


principal hotels of Atlantic City, so that all | 
fears of such mortality from starvation as has | 


existed in previous years among the boarders 
are now averted. 


‘THE RATES OF BOARD at Seabright, N. J., 
which were $2,500 a week last year, have been 
greatly reduced. 
and easily understood. 
that people will pay. 





PEOPLE INTENDING to stay at the Isles of 
Shoals during the coming season should begin 


now to practise on eating kid gloves and blot- | 


ting-paper, to prepare themselves for the regu- 


lar summer diet so well known to all who have | 


ever heard the familiar war-cry of the waiters: 
“Cod, scrod and cold meats!”’ 





MILFoRD, PIKE Co., Pa., has hired for the 
season the famous bear that for many years stood 
in front of Mr. Gunther’s gun-store, and rep- 
resented the establishment at the Paris Expo- 
sition, This will be set up in the centre of the 
town, and will be billed as the original and 


genuine bear used in all the Sun’s bear stories. | 
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ConkLincIus ANTONY, /og.: 
You all do know this mantle: I remember 
The first time Grantism ever put it on. 
* 





* 
Oh, what a fall was there, my countrymen! 








Look, in this place ran Schurz’s dagger through— 
See what a rent the envious Curtis made— 
Through this the well-beloved Jonesy stabbed— 

* 


* 


Then you and I and all of us fell down, 
And Civil Service triumphed over us! 


[Silence in the audience.] 


‘The present terms are low | 
They are: Anything | 


CURIOUS ITEMS. 


(SucH AS APPEAR IN OUR RURAL CONTEMPORARIES.) 
Saco, Maine, has a hen whose wings grow 
out of her mouth, 








| A pig was recently born at Sheboygan with 
| the ace of spades on its back. 





During a fight, the other day, at Kenosha, 
| Wis., a bull-dog had all the teeth he had recently 
' lost restored. 





| ‘The greatest of the recent wonders at Grand 
| Rapids is a Guinea-hen that speaks French with 
an Irish accent. 


| A mule was born in Akron, Ohio, about a 
| month ago, with a beautiful set of artificial 
| teeth and a full outfit of shoes, 





The latest sensation at Mechanic’s Falls, Me., 
| is an owl that adjusts a pair of editorial shears 
on its feet and flies across lawns, cutting the 
| grass as it goes. 





An ostrich swallowed a napkin-ring not long 
ago, and then went out on the lawn and ate a 
napkin. ‘Two days after the bird died, and, on 

| being opened, was found to contain the napkin, 
| properly rolled up and in the ring. 





A girl with a double-jaw fell down an Arkan- 
| sas well not long ago, and when she was fished 
' up a few hours later she had but a single jaw, 
| besides this, she had on a new silk dress, and 
carried a strawberry-short-cake in her left hand. 





A canary-bird was recently hatched in Selma, 
Alabama, with four legs and fur instead of 
feathers, When rubbed on the back it rakes 
its ribs with its hind-legs, like a dog. It is very 
fond of the cat, and will eat nothing but Mal- 


aga grapes. = 


A young lady up at Nashua has invented a 
novel machine for committing suicide. It is 
absolutely painless. The young lady, having 
successfully committed suicide several times, 
decided, on her last recovery, to patent it, and 
has gone to Washington for that purpose. 





_While a base-ball match was being played at 
Lynn, Mass., one day last week, a mule in Low- 
ell kicked a blind man out of sight. When 
the man landed, he struck right on the umpire, 
with his sight restored. —The umpire was knocked 
senseless, and the cecision of the recent blind 
man gave the game to the “ Blizzards,”’ by a 
score of three to one. 





An amateur snake-charmer in the Yellow- 
stone region has twenty adders that think so 
much of him that they follow him around like 
dogs. On wash-day each one takes the tip ofa 
companion’s tail in his mouth, and they allow 
themselves to be hung up on poles for clothes- 
lines. In the summer-time they braid them- 
selves into a most ingenious hammock, in which 
the snake-charmer lies and reads novels on the 
front-stoop. 








A man out at Oshkosh left that, his native, 
place when he was but sixteen years of age to 
seek his fortune. Before leaving he placed a 
five-dollar goid-piece in a stone wall. After an 
absence of ten years, he returned to his home 
much better off in this world’s goods. Hap- 
pening to remember the incident of the five- 
dollar gold-piece, he went to the stone wall and 
found it just as it had been left, except that it 
was in the company of three other gold dollars, 
which constituted ten years’ interest at six per 
cent. R. K. MunkKITTRICK, 
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MR. POPINJAY’S STORY-TELLING. 


Before the little Popinjays grew up, Mr. Pop- 
injay used to be very much of a family man. 
He alluded often, among his friends—and very 
honestly, too, for Mr, Popinjay was no hypo- 
crite—to the delights of having a family bosom, 
and being in it a great share of the time. I 
am not quite sure whether the worthy gentle- 
man understood altogether the meaning of the 
term; but, at any rate, no one ever used it with 
greater effect than he. When he left his office | 
early in the afternoon, Mr. Popinjay would say | 
to his partner: 

“Ah! good-afternoon, Mr. Hopstock. I am | 
going home to the bosom of my family.’’ | 

And if, perchance, he met a bachelor friend | 
on the way, in answer to the inquiry whither he | 
was hurrying so fast, he would reply: 

“ Aha, old fellow, you don’t know anything 
about the bosom of a family, do you ?” | 

And upon being assured that his friend did | 
n’t, but would very much like a little definite 
anatomical instruction upon that portion of so- | 
cial physiology, Mr. Popinjay would laugh im- 
moderately, and bid him get married himself, 
for in no other way would he ever know the 
unspeakable delights of being a family man. 
Mr. Popinjay would not—possibly cou/d not, and 
he confessed so himself—define what he meant 
by the bosom of his family. He only knew 
that, like the bosom of a waistcoat, it was a 
mighty comfortable thing to be possessed of in 
this cold world, and that—after the manner of 
said garment—nobody could ever imagine any- 
thing about it without trying it on. So Mr. 
Popinjay continued to be domestic in practice, 
though for the life of him he couldn’t explain 
the thing in theory. | 

Mr. Popinjay was in the bosom of his family | 
on a Saturday evening. There was a nice cosy | 
fire in the room, and in front of the fire a table | 
—a good big round centre-table, with an astral- | 
lamp on it, and plenty of papers, and some | 
magazines, and a book or two scattered about. | 
Mrs. Popinjay sat on one side of this table, with | 
a small unmentionable garment of Augustus’s | 
in her lap, through which she was deftly pass- | 
ing and repassing needle and thread, for rea- | 
sons best known to her own motherly soul. Mr. | 
Popinjay sat opposite her, with his elbow resting | 
on the table, and a news- 
paper, half-unfolded, hang- 
ing down from his hand. 
Apparently, he was think- 
ing. 

‘Socrates, dear,” asked 
Mrs. Popinjay, after her 
husband had been sitting 
in this manner for about 
five minutes: “what is on 
your mind now?” 














i VAR 
Mr. Popinjaystarted,and } alae 
{ 


dropped the paper. | 
“‘T—I was thinking,” he | 
explained, somewhat indef- | 
initely. 
“‘ What about, my love ?”’ at ia 
persisted Mrs. P. Og 
“ Oh—about what I read fl 
in this paper. It says,” | iit 
(taking up the paper and | : #")' 
reading,) “‘One of the | 
privileges and pleasures of | 
the head of a family is to 
instill familiar truths and 
helpful examples into the 
hearts of his children, in == 


the form of stories, told in SSS 


unconventional phrase and 
simple manner at the fire- 
side. Every man with a 
warm heart, and with the 
inspiration of little faces 














around him, can weave sweeter and more en- 
trancing tales to his children than ever fell 
from the lips of Eastern romancers or flowed 
from pen of genius upon the dead, cold paper. 
Try it, fathers of families, and see how quickly 
your prosaic wits will take to themselves wings, 
and how easily and delightfully you will soar 
in the realms of fancy. You will adorn the 
homeliest subject with fairy examples, make 
giants of goodness of steady-going folk, and 
bring your children to love the right and true 
by the beauty with which you invest it!” 

“ Capital!’’ exclaimed Mrs, Popinjay, tapping 
Augustus’s sparsely-thatched white head with 
her thimble to make him release the cat’s tail, 
which he was pulling unmercifully: “Children, 
papa is going to tell you some stories!”’ 

“ But—but,”’ protested Mr. Popinjay, as the 


_ whole flock came swooping down upon him 


and swarming up his legs: ‘Careful, there, 


| Tom! You like to broke my nose. Angelina! 


let go my watch-chain! Augustus! get off my 
corns! But—I’m afraid I’m not quite ready, 
Elvira. I haven’t thought of anything, you 
know, and—and I guess |’1l wait till to-morrow 
night.” 

“ Pshaw, no!’ pouted little Angelina: “ to- 
morrow ’s Sunday night.” 

“Why, so it is! admitted Mr. Popinjay, 
sheepishly, as though convicted of some unbe- 
coming misdemeanor in his children’s eyes: 
“ Well, well, I’ll see what I can do. Give me 
the paper a minute, Elvira.” 

He bent his brows and carefully studied the 
injunctions of the editor again, as if he expected 
them to carry him through the job, as well as 
get him into it; then he snuggled the inquisi- 
tive Angelina closer to his waistcoat, so that 
she could not look up into his face, put his left 
arm around Tom, gripped the unfortunate Au- 
gustus—who, as usual, had been behindhand 
about securing a seat— convulsively between his 
knees, and began as follows: 

“Once upon a time there was—a—a boy, 
and he was very fond of—of girls.” 

“Why, Socrates! that isn’t going to come 
out right!”’ interrupted Mrs, P.: “‘ Remember, 
you are to ‘instill familiar truths and helpful 
examples into the hearts of your children.’ ” 





“ Well, I’d like to know if that isn’t a famil- 
iar truth ?”? persisted Mr. Popinjay, doggedly: 
“ Besides, who’s telling this story—me or you ?” 

“J or you, Socrates.” 

“Well, Z or you, then—if I’ve got to be a 
walking grammar!”’ 

“ Go ahead, pa!”? murmured Angelina, suck- 
ing her finger contentedly, and blissfully igno- 
rant of the fact that she had perhaps averted a 
rupture in the bosom of the Popinjay family. 

Mr. Popinjay—whose temper, even at home, 
was not remarkable for its length—turned back 
to the little mendicant: 

“Well, pet, where was I ?” 

“Oh! you said there was a boy, and he— 
and there was a little girl—and she—liked him.” 

“ Now, look, Socrates!’ exclaimed his wife, 
triumphantly: “See the effect of your story 
already. What did I tell you?” 

“Elvira! zwz// you keep still—or shall 1 ?”’ ex- 
claimed Mr. Popinjay, wheeling squarely around 
toward his wife, with the two children in his 
lap and Augustus dragging painfully between 
his knees. ; 

‘Well, go ahead! I won’t say another word,” 
crooned Mrs. Popinjay, in an aggravating fals- 
etto chirp, as she stooped her face to the 
unmentionable garment and bit off a thread: 
“ Tell your own story.” 

“So I propose to do,” growled Mr, Popin- 
jay. It was the first tiff he had had with his 
little wife for a twelvemonth, and he rather 
liked it, on the whole. It was a novel sensation: 
‘ Let me see—where was I, Tom ?” 

“Oh, you just got to that feller that liked 
the girls!” sneered ‘Tom, contemptuously: “ I 
hope he gets drownded pretty soon.” 

“ Well, once upon a time—” 

“ Socrates—just a minute, please!” 

“ Well, what do you want ?” 

“] want to correct Tom. ‘Tom, you said 
drownded, didn’t you ?” 

“ Oh, I dunno—I’ve forgot!’ snapped Tom, 
looking up to his father for approval. But he 
reckoned without his host. 

“Thomas! Be careful, sir, how you answer 
your mother!” 

Mr. Popinjay swelled visibly as he emptied 
this little pan of hot coals on his wife’s head. 

“Yes, ma,” acknowledged 





SOME PHASES OF THE SEASON. | 


At the Shore Hotels—Lunch, 12 a.m. Mercury 35. 
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es ‘the abashed Tom: “I said 


drownded,”” 

“Well, what should you 
say, my boy ?” 

“ Dr-own-ed, I s’pose.” 
“You spose?” 
| “ Yes’m.” 

“ S’ pose?” 
“Va.” 
' “Tom!” 

“Thomas! correct your- 
self!’ interposed Mr. Pop- 
injay, with great dignity 
and asperity. 

“<I suppose, ma.” 

“That is my own good 
boy!’ chirped Mr, P. 

All this while Augustus 
had been hanging disconso- 
lately between his father’s 
legs. He was not a large 
boy; he was not an aggres- 





= | : ‘ 
A) in iW sive boy; he was not a very 





ANS 


HH SSW talkative boy. In fact, al- 
” NY, though the oldest of the 


children, Tom whipped him 
SS unmercifully, and even An- 
gelina bullied him about 
his thin white hair and 
small arms. The only as- 
sertive thing he had ever 
been known to do was to 
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pull the cat’s tail, That he was constantly do- 


ing. 
ee for him in the act. At this moment he 
leaned absent-mindedly over his father’s knee 
and seized purring pussy’s upright appendage 
with a grin of ineffable delight. 

“ Yaouw!”’ 

‘Tap-tap-tap-a-tap-a-tap! It was Mrs. Popin- 
jay’s thimble on the ill-protected sconce of her 


There seemed to be an irresistible fasci-: 





eldest hopeful. Augustus merely let the cat go, | 


put up one puny white hand to the spot where 
he had been investigated, and relapsed without 
a sound into his former limp, pathetic attitude. 
Mr. Popinjay put his broad soft palm tenderly 
on the lad’s head, and asked: 

“ Augustus, would you like me to go on?” 

“Yes, paw,” lisped that young man: “I want 
to hear about the girl.” 

“ Hush!” ejaculated Tom, with scorn. 


His mother looked at him inquiringly; but | 


as there really is no very exact grammar of ex- 
clamation, she let the poor boy be delivered of 
this one utterance without mouthing it over 
again. 

“Well, so you shall hear more about her,” 
said Mr. Popinjay, patronizingly: “Once upon 
a time there was a boy, and he was very fond 
of girls.” 

“Of a girl, paw,” interposed Augustus. 

“Well, then, of @ girl,” assented Mr. Popin- 
jay: “This boy, who was about your age, 
‘Tom—” 

“ Don’t want nothin’ to do with him!” growled 
Tom. 

‘Nothin’, or nothimg, Tom?” queried Mrs. 
Popinjay. 

“ Noth-img/”’ said Tom, desperately. 

“ Well, well—where was I ?”’ asked Mr. P. 

“You just got to the little boy, papa!”’ sim- 
pered Angelina, taking her thumb out of her 
mouth and smoothing down her dress. with de- 
lighted anticipation. 

“Oh, yes; well, this little boy, he believed in 
fairies—”” 

“ Worse yet,” grumbled Tom, soffo voce. 

“ He-believed in fairies, and so did the little 
girl; and the two used to go about looking for 
fairies’ rings in the grass. And the little boy 
would say to the little girl: 

““¢ Minna’—that was her name—‘ Minna, I 
think that one of these days we shall—we 
shall—’ ” 

“ Get married ?” ventured Augustus, 





“Oh, no, my son!—dear me, no! That don’t | 


come till the very last thing. He said to the 


little girl, as they were wandering in the fields: | 


‘Minna, I think that one of these days we 
shall— ” 

“Go fishin’ ?”” suggested Tom. 

“ No, no!”’ cried his father, crossly, drowning 
Mrs. Popinjay’s voice as she was about to 
propound the usual grammatical conundrum 
about 7” and img: 
I think that one of these days we shall—find a 
fairies’ ring.’ ”” 

“Why, that’s what you said they were look- 
ing for before, pa!” cried Angelina, jumping 
out a little from her father’s waistcoat and 
looking up in his face. 

‘I know it, pet, I know it,” he replied, 
drawing her back out of sight again: “So they 
were, But this time he told her that he thought 
they would find one.” 

“You said it somewhat differently in the first 
place, Socrates,” interposed his wife, gently. 

“Well what did I say?” inquired the ro- 
mancer. 

“ You said that they used to go about looking 
for fairies’ rings in the grass, and the little boy 
would say to the little girl, etc.—leaving one to 
imply, from the grammatical construction, that 
the act was a habitual, not a particular one.” 

“Oh, Aang the grammatical construction !” 
shouted Mr. Popinjay: “If you are going to 
criticize me the way you do, Tom, I'll be 


‘“ He said to her, ‘ Minna, | 


blamed if 1’ll open my mouth to say another 
word,” 

[Tom’s face, just at this moment, would have 
been an excellent sight for sore eyes.] 

“Oh, well! Go ahead. I won’t interrupt 
you again,” piped Mrs. Popinjay, bowing her 
face to the unmentionables, and sawing off 
another thread with her savage white teeth. 

“‘Well—where was I, anyway?’ demanded 
Mr. Popinjay, pulling down his waistcoat and 
taking a new grip on the three children. 

“* You said that he said that he thought that 
they would find one,”? prompted Tom. 

Mrs. Popinjay shivered all over, but, by a 
mighty act of will-power, forebore to speak. 

“Well, yes—so they did; they found one!” 
continued Mr, Popinjay, with startling emphasis. 

“«”’Twa’n’t where an old barrel-hoop had lain, 
was it?” queried Tom, seeing that his father 
was not inclined to continue immediately. 

‘“‘ No, it wasn’t!” said his father, decisively: 
“It was a fairies’ ring.” 

Silence reigned for several moments; silence 
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Spirit benign of bounteous Bock, 
Your signs symbolic shock 
The temperance man 
And joy the heart of the tomato-can 
Tramp. 
But when, in cellars damp, 
I hear 
The tapping of the precious keg, and see 
Thy clear 
And lucent amber ’neath its crest of foam, 
I don’t go home 
Quite 
So early as I might. 
Thou comest in the springtime, with the floods, 
And buds, 
And suds 
Wherewith our homes are made uncomfortable, 
Far as our wives are able. 
Thou rollest keg-borne through the higher ether, 
Neither 
Do we thy votaries omit to reel, 
When, ’long about the tenth or twentieth glass, 
We feel— 
Well—let it pass. 
Spirit benign of bounteous Bock, 
So be it thou art not flat, 
For then I ’d hock 


My hat. V. 2. DB. Ff. 





in which the long swishing sound of Mrs, Popin- 
jay’s thread was painfully audible, and the 
triumphant “wich, twich with which she drove 
the needle through the coarse fabric. Finally 
the hush was timidly broken by Augustus. 

“Ts that all, paw ?” 

“Well, yes, my son; I guess that is sufficient 
for this evening,” replied Mr. Popinjay, taking 
up the paper and hiding behind it. 

“ Didn’t they get married, pa?’ asked An- 
gelina. 

No answer. 

“ Yes, paw—didn’t they?” persisted Augustus, 

No answer. 

“Say—paw!” The knees came together 
with a warning grip, then opened, and Augustus 
prudently walked out from their embrace. 
Angelina looked up at the unyielding canopy 
of paper above her golden head for a minute, 
and then slipped quietly down and followed 
Augustus. Tom alone remained. For a moment 
he seemed to be in doubt as to the proper course 
to pursue under the circumstances—but not 
long. Casting a quick glance up at the paper 
to see that there were no holes in it, he turned 
his face toward Augustus and Angelina with a 
sardonic grin, and elevating a very fat chubby 
nose with a very fat chubby thumb, performed 
a gesture known to childhood. 

PAUL PASTNOR. 








THEY were an old couple coming east by the 
Michigan Central. When the brakeman an- 
nounced: “ Marshall—twenty minutes for din- 
ner!’ they both left the car and entered the 
eating-house. They had scarcely seated them- 
selves at the table when the husband took out 
his old-fashioned bull’s-eye watch, squinted at 
the time, and passed it to his wife with the re- 
mark: 

“‘ Now, I’ll eat and you hold the watch, and 
if we get left it'll all be your fault. Sing out 
at the end of eighteen minutes.” 

And the good-natured old wife sat there with- 
out eating a mouthful, and timed him while he 
pitchforked everything within reach into his 
stomach.—Detroiwt Free Press. 

“Do you know the prisoner ?”’ asked a Har- 
lem judge of a witness. 

“ Yes, sir, I do; I know him intimately; he 
and I were in a bank together at the same 
time.” 

“* Ah, when was that ?”’ was the question of a 
sirewd lawyer, who was counsel for the prisoner. 

“ Well, as near as I can remember, it was 
five years ago, and about three o’clock in the 
morning; none of the bank officers were pres- 
ent at the time.” 

The witness was speedily excused.—Harlem 
Times. 





CASTORIA. 
It is a fact there is no ‘* may be,” 
Mothers’ milk can’t save the baby, 
While CASTORIA digests their food, 
Cures all their pains and makes them good. 
CASTORIA hail! from Eact to West, 
For children thrive aud mothers rest. 





There is no article that has done more good for per- 
sons afflicted with skin diseases than Swayne’s Ointment. 


THEY DON’T RECOMMEND IT. 

If you want to know all about the utter worthlessness 
of the work done by the Durham House Drainage Com- 
pany consult the nearest plumber, but if you prefer to 
form your own opinion call or send for a pamphlet to 





| No. 187 Broadway. 





*«*PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 
Being a 
CHOICE COLLECTION 


me OF 
PREEMINENTLY PERFECT PIECES, POEMS 
AND PICTURES FROM PUCK. 


64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





| A CYCLONE OF POPULARITY has welcomed the introduc- 


tion of EsPENSCHEID’s summer style of Gentlemen’s hats, which 
for artistic beauty of design and acknowledged excellence has 


| never been excelled. Make your purchases at the favorite sales- 
| room, 118 Nassau Street. 
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HEN ATTACKED by 

CRAMP or COLIC, 

many travelers re- 

sort to a bar-room 

and cheerfully pay 20 cents, 
or 25 cents, for what is termed 
the best Whiskey, or 40 cents 
for what is called Old Cognac, 
which sometimes helps the suf- 
ferer and sometimes doesn’t. 

How much safer is it to pro- 
vide yourselves when starting 
on a journey, with a bottle of 
the Genuine BROWN’S GINGER, 
made in Philadelphia by Fred- 
erick Brown, and being pre- 
pared for such attacks, conquer 
the enemy at once. 

A bottle of the GENUINE 
Brown’s Ginger costs 50 cents, 
and has at least 25 doses in it, 
which, at an average cost of 
2 cents each, will produce all 
the good effect of a glass of the 
old and purest whiskey, or Cog- 
nac even if you pay 25 or 40 
cents for each drink. It liter- 
ally cheer sustains, and while 
doing this does not inebriate. 

To procure decisive action, in 
the most prompt manner, HOT 
water should be used. 


REMEMBER! 


The Genuine 
Old-Fashioned 
Brown’s Ginger 


Made in Philadelphia, by Fred- 
erick Brown, is protected by a 
Revenue Stamp label, and a 
new additicnal Trade-Mark in 
Red, White and Black. 
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for the Million. 


The assortment in the World from the smallest to the large 
a Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 


and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace °Pins, Ear- 
zs, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in ‘reach 
ora Also, bargains in Di 
An article of Jewelry is the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it.B 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor. 


S2co BrOADWAY, 


And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Brancu Stores 1n ALL Principat Crrigs, 
SPLENDID STOCK OF 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


Pants to order ..... 5 to 19 
Suits to order...... ss g SB we 


Samples and Sepenenenae: aun mailed on 








WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly outfit fr 
$72: Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. ie PP 





“HAWKEYE” DOLUS. 


The Washington Monument is three hundred 
and forty feet high. It will soon be on the 
level of the early strawberry. 


There is an ant in Texas that “ makes honey 
equal to that of a bee.”’ If this busy little ant 
is as industrious as the liar who invented him, 
the regularly ordained bees will soon have to 
apply to Congress for protection. 


“‘ A cat has nine lives.’ But even that doesn’t 
enable you to comprehend how you can hear 
her, or him, as the case may be, spit and squall 
and yell in fifteen different places on four shed- 
roofs and two fences at the same time. Alas, 
how weak and vain a thing is science, after all. 


The Concord Summer School of Philosophy 
has challenged the Nineteenth Century Club to 
fight four rounds with hard gloves, Marquis of 
Alcott rules, anywhere within two hundred miles 
of Tremont Temple. Joseph Cook is holding 
the forfeit for Concord, and Julian Hawthorne 
will second the Nineteenth Century Club. Bet- 
ting is about even, The Concord School has 
the most wind; but the Nineteenth Century is 
believed to have the fearfullest reach. -Ear-pro- 
tectors will be given to the spectators of the 
mill at the door, and a squad of policemen will 
ye in — —R. J. Burdette, in Burlingion 


tg. yoo # 
otemeent' ll 149155 E. 14th ‘Street, N. Y. 


Send one, —% three or five dollars 
for a retail ang express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


ENOCH MORGAN'S SONS’ 
SAPOLIO 


is a substitute for Soap for all House- 
hold purposes, except washing clothes. 


SAPOLIO 


for Cleaning your House this Spring 
will save the labor of one cleaner. 


SAPOLIO 


will not ee or discolor Paint, but 
restores color and brightness. Try it. 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans Windows without water, and 
saves the trouble of removing curtains 
and carpets. 


SAPOLIO 


brightens Knives at the same time they 
ere washed, saving time and labor. 
se it. 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans Bath Tubs, Tables, Floors, &c., 
quicker and better than soap. Try it on. 


SAPOLIO 


Polishes Tin, Brass, Copper and all 
Metal Wares, rendering them as bright 
as new. 


SAPOLIO 


for Washing Dishes and Glassware is 
invaluable, Cheaper than Soap. 


SAPOLIO 


removes Stains from Marble eee 
Tables and Statuary, from Hardfin- 
ished Walls, and from China and Porce- 
lain. 10 cents. 


SAPOLI!IO 


removes Stains and Grease from Car- 
pets and other woven fabrics. 









































Price, 10 Cents joy ee for our Card about the Terra 
Cotta Statuette ‘ 
ENOCH MORGAN'S SONS CO., New York. 





name in New Type, ard an ELEGANT 48 pave, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUTOGRAPH ALBUM, all 


40 New and ere CHROMO CARDS, 
SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


for 15cts, 
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POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
second-hand tables always on hand. 


WARKEROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





hg DESK 


sOANTT STYLOCRAPHS 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S.A) 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a pibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
hut a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO 


LONDON, PARIS. & NEW YORK 


AGENTS. MANTED, 
City inieus S tosell our 


CHECK CIGAR. 

= A Marvelous Success ! 

P-. A 10c. Smoke for 5c. 

— Attractive advertising 

: == matter free. One profit 

ee S Nz saved to the retailer. 

- PSY) WSs ty 5c. we will send 

B&B tpaid r sample HECK CiGkRE. 
vu stpaid, as 

” RR p LRH Indianapo! 


























HEAVY REDUCTIONS 
In Rich Colored 
GROS GRAIN SILKS. 
Messrs. 

JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Are now offering several 
cases of Rich Colored 
Gros Grain Silks, newest 
Spring Colors, 20 and 22 
inches wide, at $1.25 and 

$1.50 a yard. 
Corresponding quali- 
ties to the above cannot 
be purchased less than 
$1.75 and $2 per yard. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Broadway, cer. Lith St. 





B OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
‘STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer 21d Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








» GARDS, 
f P Ypint Your Onn oncsk “$3.00. 
oui Large sizes for Circulars, &c., $8 to $90. For 


pleasure, money-making, young or oa Everything 
easy; printed instructions. Send 2 stamns for Cata- 
maj logue of Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the factory. 


KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


“EX CELSIOR . 
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PUCK. 





**T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humilhating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTicuRA REMEDIES. 

CuticurA REsoLvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Curicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepigs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cent:; 
Resolvent, $1. Potter DruG ANp CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


Oriental Rugs. 


COMPLETE LINE OF INDIAN, PERSIAN AND 
ANTIQUE. 


CARPETS. 


AXMINSTER WHOLE CARPETS, 
WILTONS AND MOQUETTES. 


Canton Mattings. 


Great variety of entirely New Patterns. 


BROADWAY and 19th St. 
NEW YORK. 
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CORSE 
WARRANTED a({ 

i! ae 


Flex Ble | 
72 BROADWAY.N.Y. | 


$10.00 REWARD 
Will be paid for any corset in which the Coraline breaks 
with six months’ ordinary wear. 

Price by mail, W. B. (French coutil), $2.50; Abdom- 
inal, $2.00; Health or Nursing, $1.50; Coraline, $1.00; 
Flexible Hip, $1.00; Misses’, $1.00. 

For sale ly leading Merchants. 

Beware of worthless imitations boned with cord. 


WARNER BRO’S, 372 Broadway, N. Y. 


$5 to $20 eis, sders deers” Atte 


Crave] 
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THE season is rapidly approaching when peo_ 
ple will leave their pleasant homes and com 
fortable beds to go to the country and be 
cooped up in an 8x1o room and sleep on mat- 
tresses out of which the maker forgot to re- 
move the corncobs.—Balimore Every Saturday. 

“ ConFrounpD the dog!” he said: “TI’ll settle 
his hash for him when I go down there to see 
Kate to-night.” And he proceeded to saturate 
the seat of his trousers with strychnine.— Bur- 
lington Hawkeye, 

A WESTERN paper announces the fact that 
an acrobat turned a somersault on a locomotive 
smokestack. That is nothing. We know of 
an engineer who turned on the steam.—PAila, 
Bulletin, 

THE world is progressing. Lawyers, even, 
can now go fishing and say they caught noth- 
ing.—Mew Orleans Picayune. 





*Among the ladies who may read this there may 
be several sickly ones who have made up their 
minds to act on the old saw which specifies that 
‘‘Whatcan’t be cured must becendured.” Whilethe 
truth of the old proverb is self-evident, it is just 
possible they may have erred in judgement as to 
the possibilities of the healing art outside of the 
medical profession, and before giving up in despair 
they had better test the efficacy of Mrs. Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, which is now at- 
tracting universal attention. 





Angostura Bitters do not only distinguish themselves by 
their flavor and aromatic odor above all others generally used, but 
they are also a sure preventive for all diseases originating from the 
digestive organs. Beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or 
druggist for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B, Sie- 
gert & Sons. 


THE BRADLEY 














WY, az 


ROAD CAR 


Aboveiliustration represents our No. @ or Phaeton Cart. 
We also make them with skeleton bodies, just the thing for jog 

ving trotters or breaking colts. Our No. 344 or Single Park 
Cart is used very y by Gent! Drivers in speed- 
ing on the road or track, weighs 100 Ibs.,and as handsomely 
finished as the finest carriage, 


FIVE STYLES weighing from 90 to 460 Iba. 

Prices from BGSO to SBO. 

«> First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them: 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


BRADLEY & CO, S253°2525%:2- 











UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue free 
to agents. 


Tue G. A, Harper Mrc. Co., Cleveland, O. 










To any suffering with Catarrh or Bronchitis who earn- 
estly d:sire relief, I can furnish a means o: Permanent 
and Positive Cure. A Home Treatment. No charge for 
consultation by mail. Valuable Treatise Froo. Certifl- 
cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Pusiness-men. 

Address Bev. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio, 


roe all Unieary troubles quick 
ROCUTA SANDALWOOD. 


ures in seven days. Avoid injurious 
imitations; none but the Docuta gen- 
Price $1.50; half boxes, 75 cents. All 












uine. Full directions. 
Druggists. 





$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $& outfit free. Address 
H. Hatiett & Co., Portland, Maine. 


OPIUM and WHISKY HABITS cured at home 
without pain. Book of part:culars sent free. 
B. M. WOOLLEY, M. D., Atlanta, Ga. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 








DECKER 


BROTHERS’ 
MATCHLESS PIANOS, 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE AUTOPHONE. 


For Grown People and Children. 
THE FINEST AND CHEAPEST AUTOMATIC MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENT EVER OFFERED. 
This Instrument, containing 22 Notes 
(6 more than is contained in any other 
like instrument) is unequalled for dura- 
bility, power and sweetness of tone. 
Larger sizes for House, Lodge and 
Chapel, contain 32 Notes. 
Send for Circulsr and Catalogue of 


- : @ | Music. 
(CQL THE AUTOPHONE CO., 
—— 3 ITHACA, N. ¥. 
- CANVASSERS WANTED. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 
Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
c. stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 
. THE POPE MFG. CO., 
375 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York Rip1nG-ScHoot, 214 E. 34th St. 




















Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 
IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed .o-- may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co, 


‘ole Manufacturers and Patentees. a> Send for Circular 
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! Tou FG A MNT ART UN OR tT ac ' 
AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY , Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 


Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 


BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 
COMP. IVORY MFG. Co. 


251 Centre St. 
=—— > Send for the Jumbo Catalnene. 


THEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
134 and 136 East 14th Street. 
Opposite the Academy of Music. 

















CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 
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PUCK. 

















BAUS PIANOS 


i “ in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music Ta 
, * Se 26 W. 23rd St,, N. hb 

















EJ Deming & C0. 
(RETAIL) 
Carpet Department. 
BEST FIVE FRAME $ | PER YARD. 
TAPESTRY BRUSSELS, 
MOQUETTES, — $I 20 vex var> 
The heaviest mz supers made, * YARD. 
E REGULAR GRADE. 
Y LOW PRICES, HAVING BEEN 
AGENTS Sch 48%3, cer 
ated ROUEBER) VA 8:3 


SUCCESSORS TO 
A. T. STEWART & CO. 
CONTINUE TO OFFER THE FOLLOWING UNPRECE- 
DENTED BARGAINS IN THEIR 
200 PIECES 
VELVET, $I and 
Best Quality, Special Designs, upward. 
BODY BRUSSELS, 
BEST QUALITY 
85." YARD. 
WILTONS, $ [ 75ree YARD. 
Choice Patterns, Best Qualities, 
AND UP. 
200 PIECES 
EXTRA INGRAINS, 4" Woo: 55¢ PER 
ALL THESE CARPETS ARE FRESH, eee GOODS, 
RE —. MANUFACTURED, AND OF 
RUGS AND MATS, 
aa GS TO MATCH THE CARPETS, AT eguat 
GREATLY REDUCED. 
Broadway, 4th Ave,, 9th & 10th Sts. 
Dental Offi 
Tes. PHILIPPINE, DIEFENBACH- 
TRUCHSES->, 
162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th a 7th ‘Aves., New York. 
( ARD ‘ ‘SILT. -cent stam TIES. fine new set of six, 
whi 50 Nassau St., N. Y. 
LARA R RIDA PNAS LTTE AEC ENED TED REI AITO AIS LE AE LRA ERROR 
FANCY CARDS. sam sane tienen, wate. 
REW M *F°G CO., Baltimore, Md. 





PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 





They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as mo holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. Price 
$1.00. By mail to any part of the United States, $1.25. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 





21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y 


Two NEGATIVES. 


I gave him his first rejection 
At Newport, a year ago; 

At Christmas, with proper reflection, 
Again, in New York, I said “ No.” 

There ’s in grammar a rule I remember— 
Two negatives—how does it run ? 

So the cards have gone out for September, 
And my white satin gown is begun. 

—Eleanor Putnam, in Life. 


DaniEL M. Mutcany, of Cleveland, is puz- 
zling the physicians of that city. Some years 
ago Daniel was troubled with insomnia—didn’t 
sleep a wink for two or three nights at a time 
—and it was supposed he was fitting himself for 
a night editor. But now it is reported that he 
is making up for lost time, for he sleeps several 
days in one inning. We suspect he has aban- 
doned the idea of becoming an editor of a morn- 
ing paper, and is now qualifying himself for a 
position on the New York police force.—Nor- 
ristown Herald, 

In WasHINGTON.—“ What does that figure 
on the Capitol represent ?”” 

“ Liberty.” 

“ Female figure, is it not?” 

“You.” 

“Very pretty; but what sort of a woman is 
this symbol of liberty and independence sup- 
posed to be ?” 

“A servant-girl, I believe.”” — Philadelphia 
Mws. 

WE learn from a fashion item that it is now 
the correct form to use a little pompadour slip- 
per filled with white flowers, instead of the pro- 
verbial old shoe, to throw after the departing 
bride. From certain legends we have read, we 
infer that the new idea would be much safer 
than the old one at a Chicago wedding. The 
bride would be less liable to have her skull frac- 
tured.—Norristown Herald. 


An Ohio physician says that the fife, flute, 
cornet and other wind instruments, if played 
vigorously, will cure weak lungs. This may be 
true; but the man who tries the experiment 
may meet with a fatal accident before he effects 
a permanent cure, unless he resides on some iso- 
lated island in the Pacific Ocean.—Pahila. Bul- 
letin. 

Cusan affairs: Havana cigars.—Usca Ob- 
server. 


*,**6 Necessity is the mother of invention.” Dis- 
eases of the liver, kidneys and bowels brought 
forth that sovereign remedy Kidney-Wort, which is 
nature’s normal curative for all those dire com- 
plaints. It is a perfect remedy for those terrible 
diseases that cause so many deaths. 








In the Cireuit Court of Baltimore City. January Term 1883. Dr. J. G. 
B, aoa rt & Sons, vs.C. W. Abbott &Co. Edward Duffy, Judge. Itis, 
nth day of January, in the year eighteen hundred and eighty- 

see, be Se Circuit Court of Baltimore City, adjudged, ordered and de- 

creed, that the respondent, Cornelius W. Abbott, his agents, employees, 
apd servants be perpetually enjoined and restrained from using, or causing 
to be used, the form of labels now used b Li him, represented by complain- 
ant’s exhibit, in the mannfacture and sale of any preparation or article 
called ANGOSTURA BITTERS, or ANGOSTURA AROMATIC BiTTERS, and from 
using, or —- to be used, any labels or weeps. or any trade mark 
resembling or p ting a of the labels, or wrappers of 
the coualiaaen, described as complainant’s exhibits, whether in style of 
engraving, printing id lettering, form or general appearance; ~ from 
vending or exposing for sale, or causing to be vendeil Or exposed for sale, 
any article of bitters contained in the old bottles of the complainants, or 
any bottles or packages, having labels or wrappers made in imitation of, 
or resemblance to, the said — or wrappers of the complainants. Costs 


to be paid by said Respon: en’ 








manufacturer of 





wt. Cc. TODD, 
ENCINEER & MACHINIST. 


Flax, Hemp, Jute, Rope, Oakum, and Bagging Machinery, Steam Engines, Boilers, etc. Sole agent 
for Mayher’ s New Patent Acme Steam Engine and Force Pump combined. Also owner and exclusive 


The New Baxter Patent Portable Steam Engine. 


These engines are admirably adapted to all kinds of light power for driving printing presses, pumling 
water, sawing wood, grinding coffee, ginning cotton, and all kinds of agricultural and mechanicap pur- 
Poses, and are furnished at the following low prices: 

t Horse Power, $150. 
2 Horse Power, 245. 
3 Horse Power, 290. 4 Horse Power, 350. 

Send for descriptive circular. Address 


1% Horse Power, $rgo. 
234 Horse Power, 275. 


J. C. TODD, Paterson, New Jersey, 


Or No. 17 Barclay Street, New York. 








(GOSTURK 


BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

A exquisite flavor, now used over 
4 the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
4 sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 

4 Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass © f cham- 
agne, and to all summ: * drinks. 

ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
oy y Dit J. ee. sBGE oe 


3 SON 
J. v. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NW YORK. 













The most efficacious, delicious, and 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
cers. 25 cents per bottle. 

Sent Free. 


THE BI GGEST, THI NG OU 111 Nassau St., N. ¥. 


50 All New Raemeted Gold and Floral Chromo Cards, name 
on, 10C. . H. CARD WORKS, West Haven, Ct. 


Pickings trom Puck. 


BEING A 


CHOICE COLLECTION 


OF 
Preéinl ently Perfect Pieces, Poems and 


PICTURES FROM PUCK. 
64 Pages, Puck Size. «Over 300 Illustrations. 


PRICE 25° CENTS. 


pas” By Mail to Any Part of the World, Thirty Cents. 





Illustrated Book. 








The Pieces and Poems by: 

H. C. Bunner, B. B. Vallentine, Kk. K. Munkittrick, 
Kit Adams, John Albro, Poet Astor, F. I. Clarke, 
Lem. E. C., R. W. Criswell, Delphius Crooke, 

G. L. C., H. C. Dodge, Dorémi, 





Malcolm Douglas, V. Hugo Dusenbury, P.?., E. Lawson 
Fenerty, G, G. Hart, Bret Harte, W. J. Henderson, 
Hugh Howard, William Cullen Longfellow, 
Arthur Lot, A. M., Manat, A. H. Oakes, 


Paul Pastnor, Arthur Penn, F. Potter, T. H. Robertson, 
C. C. Starkweather, A. E. Watrous, Edward Wick, 
J. H. Williams, Edward Winslow, 
Alcibiades Zero, etc,, etc. 





The Pictures by: 

J. Keppler, F. Opper, B. Gillam, F. Graetz, Frank 
Bellew, A. Berghaus, E. S. Bisbee, Bruton, ‘‘Chip,” 
De Yongh, W. H. Davenport, A. Keetels, 

H. Strahl, J. A. Wales, M. Woolf, 

E. Zimmerman, etc., etc. 





HE PRINTING I ~~ HK used on this publication, is 
manufactured by GRw, H.,. MORRNRIL & Cw. 
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